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GRANDMAS ATTIC TREASURES.

—_—

THERE, give me my knittin’, dearie,
It’s somethin’ 1 can’t abide,
To set with my old hands idle,
Like driftin’ along on the tide.
I aint so young as I once was,
But there’s one thing sartain sure
To rust out of life, as some folks do,

Is a habit I can't endure.






GRANDMA’S ATTIC TREASURES. 11

e ot e a

-

#

3 "'\tﬁ:} v A

o

But I was a bit particular;
So I and my heart were free

As ever the wind and summer air
Till — Asa came courtin’ me.

And, oh! I remember jest as plain
How his blue eyes danced and shone

The day I promised him truly

I'd be /Zis sweetheart alone.
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Oh dear! shall I ever forget that day?
The old man, Asa, had gone

Down to the fields for a load of hay,
And I felt_somehow forlorn

And kinder lonesome, and could n't tell why,
As I stood there a-washin’ dishes,

And lettin’ my old, onruly heart

Get full of onreasonable wishes.

























GRANDMA’S A17IC TREASURES. 21

But I kinder smothered it down, for there,
Thinks I, “I’ve hearn of folks

Who hain’t much else to do on airth
But jest to be playin’ jokes!”

So I asked ’em kindly, “ What did you say?
You're willin’ to buy of me

A part of my cheers and tables,

And t’ other old truck you see?”

They bowed perlite, and answered,

You see I dunno jest what to say

When father isn't to home.”
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* Ay, Hannah, wife, it is good to rest,

And it’s better still to see

Your dear old face a-smilin’ so sweet,
And waitin’ to welcome me.

I’'m gettin’ along, old woman, you know
And easily tired, my dear,

And arter all, there’s nothin’ like home

And a comf’table easy cheer!”
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But I had to tell; and so I laid
My hand on his dear old head,

And kind of coaxin’ like, said I,

* Asa, my dear,” I said,

“The garret is full of old truck, you know,
Old truck that we never use,
And I'm thinkin’ I’d like to sell ’em off,

And I s’pose yox won't refuse?”
pose y
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“I can have that bunnit I 'm wantin’,
And won’t be ashamed, you know,
To hold up my head among folks,

When next Sabbath to meetin' we go!”

And I smoothed his forechead a little, §
And coaxed till my dear old man
Jest give me a kiss, and said, “ Wal, dear,

I'm willin’ to sell, if you can.”

Wal, next day, bright and airly,

When husband was goin’ away,
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He stopped to the barn-yard fence
A minit or so, jest to say,—

“You're sure you re wantin’ to sell the things?
Don'’t go and be hasty, wife!”

And then he came back and kissed me.

Wal, dearie, to save my life

I could n't see thro’ my glasses
For the tears that were dimmin’ ’em so,

As I stood in the kitchen doorway

A-watchin’ the old man go
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And father, he’d set there a-laughin’—

Ah me! the picter was plain,
With the babies a-settin’ upon his knee,

Over and over agen.

So I said to the men, “ Not that, sir,
For I can’t let it go!”

With that they looked at me quite surprised;
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And left me a-standin’ and lookin’
At a big bill there in my hand;
And T tell you, child, it did look good,
And I felt consid’rable grand.
All that for a lot of rubbidge?

Ah, deary me! I never/

And T could ’a’ kept on lookin’

And wonderin’ on it forever!

Wal, the money I put in the stockin’

Atop of the kitchen shelf,
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For ev'rything seemed possest to

make

My old heart troubled and sad.

So, restin’ my head agen the wheel
In a sort of idle way,
I let myself fall to thinkin’,

And lettin’ my mem'ry stray

To the time when I was a slip of a gal
A-wearin’ Asa’s ring,
Too happy to do a thing all day

But laugh and chatter and sing.
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And I minded the times the wheel went round
To the merry tunes I sung,
In the days when skies were allers lue,

‘Cause Asa and I were young.

There was many a lovin’ secret
That I told to my wheel, my dear,

With the blushes a-burnin’ on my cheek,

As out on the farm-house porch I spun

In the pleasant summer weather,
Weavin’ many a hank of thread

And gay romance together.
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Wal, as I was settin’ there lonely like,

With many a tear on my cheek,

Somebody’s hands went over my eyes, —
Ah! not a word did he speak.

But I /4new it was no one but Asa,
And my heart got a-beatin’ so fast

I could n’t move or say nothin’

Till arter a spell was past;
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There was only fwo of us then, you know,

For I was a bit of a wife,
And never a thought of trouble or care
Could hurt my giddy young life.
I allers did my own cookin’,
And husband, he praised me well,
And I was proud of our little home,

‘Prouder than words could tell.

Then by and by, when the babies came

To open our hearts yet more,
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We made the table larger a bit,—
Large enough to hold four.

For the little fellers they grew so fast,
The two little dimpled dears,

That it warn't zo time afore they set

To the table in little high cheers.

Yes, they were twins, them fust that came,
And nobody ever see
Sturdier, smarter babies than them

That belonged to father and me.
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Law! sech a row of the little heads!
Black and yaller and brown!
We used to think them babies of ours

Were jest the nicest in town. g

But haven’t you noticed, dearie,
Sometimes on a summer’s day,

When there ain’t a cloud to be seen in the sky,
And as fur as you look away

Over the hills and medders
The sunshine seems so bright,

It seems as tho' 't would be allers day,

And there warn’t sech a thing as nzght?

51
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And all the years it had stood there,
Gettin’ so awful old, you see,

Our one little baby was growin’

A pretty young gal to be.

At fifteen she was a beauty,
At sixteen the village belle;
And—my! the half of her lovers

I’'m sure I never can tell.
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Of my motherhood, gladsome and happy,
When the twins —little Asa and Ben—
Had played from the dawnin’ of daylight

Till came the gloamin’, and then

I would gather ’em close in my arms

Till the droopin’ of each golden head
Would make father remind me, “ Come, mother,

You'd better jest snug 'em in bed.”
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Wal, how could I help it, now, dearie,
If while I stood thinkin’ that day
Of the forms and the sweet baby faces
So long, oh, so long passed away,
These foolish old eyes of mine weakened,
And at last I jest dropped my head,
And givin’ a sob I could n’t keep back,
«Oh, babies! my babies!” I said,

“Only jest for one minit to see ye
Adyin’ so merry and bright,

And waitin’ for mammy to kiss ye,
My darlin’s, for sweet good-night!

Only jest for one hour of havin’
Ye all to myself once more!

I'd love ye, I'd kiss ye, my babies,

As never I kissed ye afore!

61
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“Only jest to be able to kneel
With my cheek agen yours, my dears,
A-hearin’ ye lispin’ your prayers once more!
Ah me! I'm thinkin’ my tears
Would all be a-turnin’ to di'monds

With the smiles that would shine in my eyes,
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V In the sun of the mornin’ skies.”
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But I tried to keep up my sperrits
Till dinner-time came, and then

(When Asa came home) I clean give up,
And bust into tears agen.

My good man did n't say nothin’ at fust,
But he drew his cheer by me,

And puttin’ his arm about my waist,

He pulled me down on his knee.
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And then one day the Deacon driv

Along beside our gate,
And hollered, “ Hannah Spriggins!

Be ye there? Wal, I can't wait,
So be spry, for here’s a letter,

And I reckon it comes from York;
1 thought I'd bring it along this way,

But I hain't no time to talk.”
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The child expressed a desire to see
Her mother’s early home.

“Would grandma and grandpa,” she wondered.
“ Be willin’ to let her come

To the dear old farm for two or three days
To get acquainted, before

Her uhcle would have to take her back

To the distant English shore?”
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And father, he kissed her agen and agen,
Tho’ he could n't find words to speak;
But he laid his wrinkled face, my dear,

Agen her rosy young cheek.

“She’s like her mother, dear wife,” he said,

“The child who played at our side
In the years agone, afore ever she dreamed

Of bein’ a rich man’s bride.”
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And now I was goin’ to leave him!

Wal, there, as I set at his side,

I'm free to confess, right straight in the road
I presently up and cried.

But then old Miss Higgins had promised
To look a bit arter my man,

And, “Asa, my dear,” said I, “you know

I'll come back as soon as I can!”
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That I really da;'st to set down in
For somehow it ’peared as tho’
They was powerful weak and brittle,
Not a bit like mine, you know.
And there were a sight of figgers

On marble stools and sich,

And a heap of confusin’ gimcracks, —

I did n't know which from which.
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“ But they lugged ’em away, and it 'peared to me
I missed 'em a sight. It’s queer

How that there table should make me think
Of mine. But, Polly, my dear,

If I was yox, when my fine friends call
['d be ’'shamed to have ’em see

A thing so out of fashion; it spiles

Your room, it appears to me!”

With that I put my spectacles on

To take a good look at the thing,
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And, dearie, the homesick feelin’

Grew suddenly wonderful strong.
And T jest set down to that table

And cried the least little mite,
For them old brass rings that my babies had clutched

Were good to my achin’ sight.

Wal, arter Polly stopped laughin’
She up and told me, dear,

Some funny things, I can tell you,
I never expected to hear.

For she said there’d been a powerful rage
In New York town, you know,

For things folks called antik and sech,

And “old as the hills,” and so
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Wal, Asa was there at the station,
A-waitin’ and watchin’ for me,

And as soon as the keers reached our village,
£is face was the fust thing I see.

So we rode in the waggin, side by side,
Back over the road agen,

Till we neared the dear old home-

stead

Under the elms, and then
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There, now, yeu have heard my story,
And Asa’s stocking is done;
(Dear me! it is late~—it’s time he was back,

And the medder is hot with the sun!)

Jest help me in on your arm, dear,

And now, as you 're goin’ home,
1’1l set to the winder awhile alone,

And watch for Asa to come,
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See! there he is by the pasture bars,
A-wavin’ his hand to me;
He #nows 1'm here by the winder
A-watchin” for' him, you see.
Wal, good-by, dearie; come often
With your bright and bonny young face,
f you ain't afeard that amongst the an#i#

Your style will be—out of place.





















